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p R OL OG U E. |'Ti ther ahne they find the joy fincerez 


RITONS, to-night, in native pomp we come, 
True heroes all, from wirtuous ancient Rome 
In thoſe far diſtant times, when Romans knew 
The ſveers of guarded liberty, like yon; 
And ſafe from ills *vbich force or faction brings, 
Saw freedom reign beneath the ſmile of kings. 

Yet from ſuch times, and ſuch plain chiefs as theſe, 
What can toe frame à poliſh'd age to pleaſe ? 
Say, can you liften to the artleſs woes 
of an old tale, which every ſcho:/-boy knows ? 

e to your bearts alone the ſcenes app; 
No merit theirs, but pure ſimplicity. 

Our bard bas play'd a moſt adventurous part, 
Ard turn'd upon bimſelf the critic's art : 
Stripp'd each luxmriant plume from Fancy's wings, 

And torn wp fimilies from wulgar things : 
Nay, ev'n each moral, ſentimental ſtroke, 
Where not the character but poet ſpoke, 

He lopp'd, as foreign to bis chaſte deſign ; 
Nor ſpar'd an uſeleſs, tho' a golden, line. 

Theſe are bis arts ; if theſe cannot atone 
For all thoſe nameleſs errors yet unknown, 

Tf, ſhunning faults which nobler bards commit, 
He wants the force to ftrike th' attentive pit, 

Be juſt, and tell bim ſo; be aſks advice, 

Willing to learn, and would not aſt it twice. 
Your kind applauſe may bid bim write—beware ! 
Or kinder cenſure teach bim to forbear. 


"ADIES, by me our courteous aut 
His compliments to all bis female frien 
And thanks them from bis ſoul for every bright 
Indulgent tear wbich they bave ſhed to-night, 
Sorrow in virtue s cauſe proclaims a mind, 
And gives to beauty graces more refin'd. 
Ob, abb could bear the lovelieft form of art, 
A cherub's face, without a feeling beart ! 
Tit there alone, whatever charms we boaſt, 


-| And ftill might rule would you but ſet the faſhion. 


The wife, the parent, and the friend are there. 
All 75 the ver ieſt rakes themſelves muſt own, 

Are but the paltry play-things of the town 

The painted clouds, which glittering tempt the chaceg 
Then melt in air, and mock the wain embrace, 

Well then ; the private virtues, "tis confeſty 

Are the ſoft inmates of the female breaſt. 

But then, they fill ſo full that crouded ſpace, 

That the poor public ſeldom finds a place. 

Ard I ſujpeF there's many a fair-one here, 

Who pour d ber ſorrows on Horatia Gier; 

That ftill retains ſo much of fleſh and blood, 

Sbe'd fairly bang the brother, if ſpe could, 

Why, ladies, to be ſure if that be all, 

At your tribunal be muſt fland _— 
Whate'er bis country or bis fire decreed, 

You are bis judges now, and be muſft plead. 
Like otber culprit youths, be wanted grace; 
But could bave no ſelf-intereſt in the caſe. 
Had ſbe been wife, or miſtreſs, or a 7 

It mig bt bave an ſwer d ſome convenient end: 

But a mere fiſter, whom be lou d—to take 

Her life away—end for bis country's ſake ! 

Faith, ladies, you may pardon bim; indeed 

There's wery little fear the crime ſhould ſpread. 

True patriots are but rare among the men, 

And really might be uſeful now and then. 

Then do not check, by your diſapprobation, 

A ſpirit which might rule the Britiſh nation, | 


Su 


w— 


4 


F 1 I X a» 2 
- „ 
2 ie 
2 
! 1 


ramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


LLus HosT1L1vs, King of Rome. 
Hon Aris, a Roman Senator, 
PuBLivs HorAT1vs, his Son. 
VaALEaztvs, a young Patrician, 


WOMEN. 


 HonaT1a, Daughter to Horatius. 


"Though men may flatter, and tkougb men may toaſt, 


VATLZIIA, Siſter to Valerius. 


Citizens, Guards, and Attendants. 
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ROMAN FATHER. 
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SCENE, @ Rom in Horatius's Houſe, 
A Soldier croſſes the Stage, Horatia following. 


Horatia. 
father, 
Something I overheard of near concern, 
But all imperfetly, Said you not Alba 
Was on the brink of fate, and Rome determin'd 
This day to cruſh her haughty rival's power, 
Or periſh in th' attempt ? 

Sold. 'T was ſo reſoly'd 
This.morning, lady, exe 1 left the camp. 
Our heroes are tir'd out with ling'ring war, 
And half-unmeaning fight. 

Heratia. Then this day [death, 
Is fix'd for death or conqueſt? [ He bows. } To me 
Whoever conquers! [ Aide] I detain you, Sir, . 
Commend me to my brothers; ſay, I wi 
But wherefore ſhould | wiſh? The gods will crown 
Their virtues with the juſt ſucceſs _ merit 
Yet let me aſk you, 8. 

Sold. My duty, lady, | 
Commands me hence. Ere this they have engag'd; 
And conqueſt's ſelf would loſe it's charms to me, 
Should 1 not ſhare the danger. ¶ Ai the Soldier goes out, 


Enter Valeria, who looks firſt on the Soldier, and then | 


on Horatia. 
Valeria. My dear Horatia, wherefore wilt thou court 
The means to be unhappy ? Still enquiring, 
Still more to be undohe. I heard it too; 
And flew to find thee, ere the fatal news. 

Had hurt thy quiet, that thou might” ſt have learnt it 
From a friend's tongue, and dreſe d in gentler terms. 
Horatia. Oh, Iam loſt, Valeria! loſt to virtue. 
Ev'n while my country's fate, the fate of Rome, 
Hangs on the conquer«er's ſword, this breaſt can feel 

A ſofter paſſion, and divide it's cares, 
Alba to me is Rome, Wouldſt thou believe it? 
I would have ſeut, by him thou ſaw'ſ departing, 
Kind wiſhes co my brothers; but my tongue 
Denied it's office, and this rebel heart 
Ev'n dreaded their ſucceſs. Oh, Curiatius ! 
Why art thou there, or why an enemy? [band, 
Valeria. Forbear this ſelf-reproach; he is thy huſ- 

And who can blame thy fears? If fortune make him 
Awhile thy country's foe, the cannot cancel 
Vows regiſter'd above, What tho' the prieſt 
Had not confirm'd-it. at the ſacred altar; 
Yet were your hearts united, and that union 
Approv'd by each conſenting parent's choice. 
Your brothers lov'd him as a friend, 2 brother; 
Ang all the ties of kindred pleaded for him, 

- And ſtill muſt — 1 our heroes teach us 


TAY, ſoldier, As you parted from my 


Of N Our country may mad. 

We ſhould be wretched, and we muſt obey; 

But never tan require us not to feel 

That we are miſerable i natute there 

Will give the lye to virtue. 54 
Horatia. True 3 yet ſure 

A Roman virgin ſbould be more than woman. 

Are we not early taught to mock at pain, 

And look on danger with undaunted eyes? 

But what are dangers, what the ghaſtlieſt ferm 

Of death itſelf ? — Ob, were I only bid 

To ruſh into the Tiber's foaming wave, or dem he 


Of yon Tarpeian rock, whoſe giddy ſteep [height 


Has turn'd me pale with horror at the fight, 
I'd think the taſk were nothing! but to bear | 
Theſe ftrange vicifſitudes of tort'ring pain, 
Valeria. And why deſpair? Have we ſo idly ——_— 
The nobleſt leſſons of our infant days, 
Our truſt above? Does there not ſtill remain 
The wretch's laſt retreat, the gods, Horatia ? 
'Tis from their awful wills our evils ſpring, 57 
And at their altars may we fiad relief. | | 
Say, ſhall we thither ?—Look not thus dejeftod, 
But anſwer me. A confidence in them, 
Ev'n in this criſis of our fate, will calm * 
Thy troubled ſoul, and fill thy breaſt with hope. 
Horatia. Talk not of hope, What ſhould I deer d- 
That Alba conquer ?-Curs'd be n . 
Which looks that way! | 
Valeria. Forbear, forbear, Horatia; 
Nor fright me with the thought, - Rome cannot fall. 
Think on the glorious battles ſhe has fought; 
Has ſhe onee fail'd, though oft expos'd to danger — 
And has not her immortal founder promis'd 
That ſhe ſhould riſe the miſtreſs of the world 
Horotia, And if Romeconquers, then Horatia dies. 
Valeria. Why wilt thou form vainimagesof horror, 
Induſtrious to be wretched ? Is it then 
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| Become impoſſible that Rome ſhould triumph, 


And Cvriatius live? He muft, he ſhall; 
Protecting gods ſhall ſpread their ſhields around him, 
And love ſhall combat in Horatla's cauſe. 

Horatia. Think'ſ thou ſo meanly of him? — No, 
His — too great to give me ſuch a trial ; Valeria, 
Or could it ever come, I think, myſelf, ; 
Thus loſt in love, thus abjeQt vs l am, 

I ſhould deſpiſe the ſlave who dar'd ſurvive 

His country's ruin. Ye immortal powers! 

I love his fame too well, his ſpotleſs honour, 

At leaſt I hope I do, to with him mine 

On any terms which he muſt bluſh to own. 
ein. IN itbout,] What hol Vindicus. 

Horatia. What means that ſhout ?— 
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1Didft thou not with me doe emp ce, 


A 2 


To fear, to doubt, and to deſpair as I — 20 


we Ss © 
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Valerius. As he himſelfcould nid with exe franf- 
fs [ poit. 


Perhaps thay caſe this throbbing heart, and ſpread In ſhort, the Roman and the Alban 


At leaſt a temporary calm within. 
Paletia. Alas, Horatia, tis not to the temple 


woutd'ft fly ; the out alone alarm thee. 


do not thus anticipate thy fate; 


Why ſhould'ſ thou learn each chance of varying war. 


Stay but an hour perhaps, and thou ſhalt know 
The whole at once.— I Il ſend-—1'll fly myſelf 
To eaſe thy doubts, and bring thee news of joy. 


Hor atias Again, and nearertoo -I muſt attend thee. f 
Valeria. Hark! 'tis thy father's voice, he comes 


to cheer thee. - - 
Ester Horatius and Valerius. 
Horatius. 
child 
Save you, ſweet maid! 
Your brother brings the tidings, for, alas! 
I am no warrior now z my uſeleſs age, 
Far from the paths of honour loiters here 
In ſluggiſh inactivity at home. 
Yet I remember 
Horatia. Y ov'll forgive us, Sir, 
If with impatience we expect the tidings. 


Horatius. I had forgot; the thoughts of what I was| 
Engioſs d my whole attention. —Pray, young ſoldier, 


Relate it for me; you beheld the ſcene, 
And can report it juſtly. 
Halerits: Gentle lady, 
The fothe wes piteous, though it's end be peace. 


oratia- Peace ? © my fluit'ring heart! by what 


kind means ? 


Palerius. *Twere tedious, lady, and unneceſſary 


To paiat the diſpoſition of the. field ; 

Sufhce it, we were arm'd, and front to front 
The adverſe legions heard the trumpets ſound : 
But vain was the alarm, for motionleſs, 

And rapt in thought they Rood ; the kindred ranks 
Had caught each other's eyes, nor dar'd to lift 
The fault'ring ſpear again the breaſt they lov'd. 
Again th' alarm was given, and now they ſeem d 
Preparing to engage, when once again 


They hung their drooping heads, and inward mourn'd ; 


Then nearer drew, and at the third alarm, 
Caſting their ſwords and uſeleſs ſhields aſide, 
Ruſh'd to each other's arme. 
Horatins. *T was fo, juſt ſo 

Tho” 1 was then a child, yet I have heard 

ty mether weeping oft relate the ſtory) 
Soft pity touch'd the breaſts of mighty chiefs, 
Romans and Sabines, when the matrons tuſh'd 
Between their meeting armies, and oppos d 
Their helpleſs infants, and their heaving breaſts 
To their advancing ſwords, and bade them there 


Sheath all;their vengeance: —But I interrupt ou 


Proceed, Valerius, they would hear th' event. 
— And yet, methinks, the Albans—pray 80 on. 


Valerius. Our king Hoſtilius from a rifing mound 


Beheld the tender interview, and join'd 


His friendly tears with theirs ; then ſwift advanc'd, | 


Ev'n to the thickeſt preſs, and cried, My friends, 

If thus we love, why are we enemies? 

Shall ſtern ambition, rivalſhip of power, 

Subdue the ſoft humanity within us ? 

Are we not join'd by every tie of kindred ? 

And can we find nv method to compoſe 

Theſe jars of honour, theſe nice principles 

Of virtue, which infeſt the nobleſt mind? 
Horatius. There ſpoke his country's father | this 

tranſcends 

The flight of earth-born kings, whoſe low ambition 

But tends to lay the face of nature waſte, 

And blaſt creation Ho was it receiv'd ? 


* News from the camp, my| Your idle fears are o'er. 


In council have determin'd, thet ſince glory 
Muſt have her victims, and each rival ſtate, 
Aſpiring to dominion, feorns to yield, 


To fight the cauſe alone, and whatc'er ſtate 
Shall prove ſuperior, there acknowledg'd power 
[Shall th' imperial ſeat, and both unite 
Beneath one common head. 

Horatia. Kind Hedven, TI thatik thee ! 
Bleſs'd be the friendly grief that touch'd their fouls ! 
And bleſs'd the tongue, Which bring: the gentle tid. 
Valeria. Now, Horatia, ſings. 


Horatia. Vet one remains. 
Who are the champions? Are they yet elected? 
Has Rome——_  '" 
Valerius. The Roman chiefs now meet in council, 
And aſk ks of the ſage Horatius, 
Horatius.| After bavinę ſeemed ſome time in thoug be. 
But fill, ne jo ta Ih 22 . to — ] 
The Roman cauſe to ſoch « flender havatdo— 
Three combatants !—"tis dangerous 
Horatia. ¶ In a fright.) My father! 
Horatius, I might, perhaps, prevent it 
Horatia. Do not, Lir, qu 
Oppoſe the kind deeree. des 
Valerius. Reſt ſatisfied, 
Sweet lady, tis ſo ſolemnly agreed to, 
Not even Horatius s advice can ſhake it, brofls: 
Horatins. And yet twere well to end theſe civil 
The neighb'ring ſtates might take advatitage of them, 
— Would I were young again! How glorious 
Were death in ſuch a cauſe!— And yet, who knows, 
Some of my boys may be ſelected for it 
Perhaps may conquer—Grant me that, kind gods, 
And cloſe my eyes in tranſport Come, Valerios, 
I'l but diſpatch ſome neceſſary orders, 
And ftraight attend thee. Daughter, if thou lov'ſt 
Thy brothers, let thy prayers be pour'd to Heav'n, 
[Tha one at leaſt may ſhare the glorious taſk ! [ Exit, 
— Rome cannot truſt her cauſe to worthier 
8. 
| They bade me greet you, lady. [To Horatia. 
Horatia. | With ſome befitation. ] My brothers, gentle 
Lir, you aid were well. 
Saw you their noble friends, the Curiatii ? 
The truce, perhaps, permitted it. 
Valerius. Yes, lady, 
[ left them jocund in your brothers tent, 
rue friends, whom envious tormsawhile had parted, 
Joying to meet again. 
Horatia. Sent they no meſſage ? 

Valerius. None, fair-one, but fuch general falvta.. 
As friends would bring unbid. [tion 
Horatia. Said Caius nothing? 
Valerius, Caius? os 

Horatia. Aye, Cajus; did he mention me) 
Valerius. Twas lightly, if he did, and ſca pes me 
O yes, I do temember, Shen your brother now 
Aſk'd him, in jeſt, if he had aught to fend 
To footh a love-fick maid (your pardon, lady) 
He ſmil'd, and cry'd, Glory's the foldier's miftrefs. 


oY 


Horatia. Sir, you'll excuſe me-—ſomething of im- 


portance 


My father may have bufineſs———Oh, Valeria! 
N * 


ar to Valeti 
Talk to thy brother, know the * — T7 


I dread to hear, and let me learn to dic, 
If Curiatias has indeed forgot me. 


Valea. She ſeems diſorder u l . 


Valeria. Has ſhe not cauſe ? 


From either army ſhall be choſe three champions 


Can you 
And wo 

Valer 

Vater 
Tho" yo 
Indeed 1 
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Yet wh 
To poo! 
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While 
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But me 
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port. 


And vonder at th* effect 
Valerius. You talk id riddles ! [unfolds, 
Pateria. They're tiddles, brother, which your heart 

Tho? you affect ſurpriae- Was Curiatius 

Indeed ſo cold ? Poor ſhallow artifice, 

The trick of hopelefs lde! I ſaw it plainly, _ 

Yet what could you propoſe 7 An hour's uneaBacſs 

To poor Horatia; for be ſure by that time 

She ſees him, and your deep-wrought ſchemes are air. 
Valerius. What cou'd I do? this peace has ruin'd 

me. | 

While war continued, I had gleams of hope; 

Some lucky chance might rid me of my rival, 

And time efface his image in her al. > 

But me 
Valeria. Yes, now you muſt reſolve to follow 

Th* advice I gave you firſt, and root this paſſion 

Entirely from your heart ; for know, ſhe dats, 

Ev'n to diſtractlon doats on Cyriativus ; 

And every fear ſhe felt, while danger threaten'd, 

Will now endear him mote. 

Valerius. Cruel Valeria, 

You triumph in my pain! 
Valeria. By Heaven, I do not; 

I only would extirpate every thought | 

Which gives you pain, nor leave one fooliſh wiſh 

For hope to dally with. | 
Valerius. 1 own my error—yet once more aſſiſt me 

Nay, turn not from me, by my ſoul I meant not 

To interrupt their loves. Vet ſhould ſome accident, 

'Tis not impoſſible, divide their hearts, 

I might perhaps have hope: therefore till marriage 

Cats off all commerce, and confirms me wretched, 

Be it thy taſk, my ſiſter, with fond ſtories, 

dach as our ties of blood may countenance, 

To paint thy brother's worth, his power in arme, 

His favour with the king, 

Then mention many a fair, 

No matter hom, that ſighs to call you ſiſter, 
Valeria. Well, well, away—Yet tell me, ere you go, 

How did this lover talk of his Horatia ? 

Valerius. Why will you mention that ungrateful 
ſudject? 

Think what yduꝰ ve heard me breathe a thouſand times 

When my whole ſoul diſſolv'd in tenderneſs; 

"Twas rapture all ; what lovers only feel, 

Or can «xpreſs when felt. He had been here, 

But ſudden orders from the camp detain'd him. 

Firewel, Horatius waits me—but remember, 

My life, nay mote than life, depends on yoo. [ Erie. 
Valeria. Poor youth! he knows not how I feel his 

Yet dare not ſeem to pity what I feel, {[ anguiſh, 

How ſhall I a& betwixc this friend and brother ! 

Should ſhe fulpe@ his paſſion, ſhe may doubt 

My friendſhip too ; and yet to tell it her 

Were to betray his canſe. No, let my heart 

With the ſame blameleſs caution till proceed ; 

To each inclining moſt as moſt diftreſt ; 

Be juſt to doth, and leave to Heay'n the reſt! 


2 cont n0n000 SHA fe — — Ye 
r ö 
SCENE cestinves. ö 


Frter Horatia and Valeria. 


Horatia. LAS, Valeria, | 
This ſeeming negligence of Curiatius 

Betrays a ſecret coldnefs at the heart. 

May not long abſence, ar the charms of war, 


% 
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Can you adminiſter the baneful potionn, [ 


Valeria. Think, my Horatia, , . 
That you're. a lover; and Have learn'd the art 
To raiſe vain ſtraples, and torment yourſelf 
With every diſtant hint of fancied il]. , 
Your Curiatius fill remains the ſame; 
My brother idly triffed with your paſſion, 
Or might perhaps unheedingly relate | 
What ybu too nearly feel. But ſee, your father. 
Horatia. He ſeems tranſported; ſure ſome happy 
news 
Has brought him back thus early. Oh, * heart! 
I long, yet dread to aſk him. Speak, Ada. 
Enter Horatius. | 
Valeria. You're ſoon return'd, my lord. 
Horatius. Return'd, Valeria! 
My life, my youth's return'd, I tread in air! 
l carinot ſpeak ; my joy's too great for utterance. 
— Oh, I cou'd weep l- my fons, my ſons are choſen 
Their country's combatants; not ane, but all! 
Horatia. My brothers, faid you, Sir? 
Horatius. All three, my child, | 
All three are champions in the cauſe gf Rome. 
Oh, happy ſtate of fathers! thus to feel 


| New warmth revive, and ſpringing life renew'd 


Ever: on the margin of the grave! 

Valeria. The time | 
Of combat, is it fix'd ? 

Horatius. This day, this hour 
Perhaps decides our doom. 

Valeria. And is it known 
With whom they muſt engage ? 

Horatius. Not yet, Valeria; | 
Bur with impatience we expect each moment 
The refvlutions of the Alban fenate. 
And ſoon may they arrive, that ere we quit 
Yon hoſtile geld, the chiefs who dar'd oppoſe 
Rome's rifing glories, may with ſhame confeſs 
The gods protect the empire they have rais'd. 
Where are thy ſmiles, Horatia? Whence proceeds 
This ſullen filence, when my thronging joys Mee 
Want words toſpeakthem? Pr'ythee, talk of empire, 
Tale of thoſe darlings of my foul, thy brothers. 
Call them whate'er wild fancy can ſuggeſt, 
Their country's pride, the boaſt of future times, 
The dear defence, the guardian gods of Rome !— 
By Heaven, thou ſtand'ſt unmov'd, nor feels thy breaſt 
The charms of glory, the extatic warmth 
Which beams new life, and lifts us nearer Heaven! 

Horatia. My gracious father, with furprize and tranſ- 

I heard the tidings, as becomes your daugbter. [port 
And like your daughter, were our ſex allow's 
The noble privilege Which man ufurps, 
Could die with pleaſure in my country's cauſe, 
But yet permit a fiſter's weakneſs, Sr, 


To feel the pangs of natute, and to dread 


The fate of thoſe the loves, however glorious. 
And ſure they cannot all ſurvive à conflict 
So deſperate as this. 

Horatius. Survive! By Heaven, 
I could not hope that they ſhould all ſurvive. 
No; let them fall. If from their glorious deaths 
Rome's freedom ſpcing, I ſhall de nobly paid 
For every ſharpeſt pang the parent feels. 
Had I a thouſand ſons, in ſuch a cauſe 
I could behold them bleedlag at my feet 


And thaak the gods with tears! | 


Enter Publius Horatius. | 
Pub. My father! [Offering to k1ced, 
Horatius. Hence |! p 
Kneel not to me——ftand off; and let me view 


At diltance; and with reyerential awe, 


Have damp'd, at leaſt, if not effac'd his paſfion? 
Il know not what to think, | 


The champion of my country !—Oh, my bay ! 
| That 1 hould live te this=omy foul's too full; 


— 


1 - 
. " * 


— 


Let this and this ſpeak for me.—Bleſs thee, bleſs 
thee! [ Embracing bim. 
But wherefore art thou abſent from the camp 


Where are thy brothers? Has the Alban ſtate ' 


Determin'd ? Is the time of combat fix'd ? 
Pub. Think not, my lord, that filial reverence, 
However due, had drawn me from the field, 
Where nobler duty calls; a patriot's ſoul 
Can feel no humbler ties, nor knows the voice 
Of kindred, when his country claims his aid. 
It was the king's command I ſhould attend you, 
Elſe had I Raid till wreaths immortal grac'd 
My brows, and made thee proud indeed to ſee 
Beneath thy roof, and bending for thy bleſſing, 
Not thine, Horatius, but the ſon of Rome! [ſite 
Horatius. Ob, virtuous pride — tis bliſs too exqui- 
For human ſenſe! thus, let me anſwer thee, 
[ Embracing bim again. 
Where are my other boys ? 
Pub. They only wait 
Till Alba's loit'ring chiefs declare her champions, 
Our future victims, Sir, and with the news 
Will greet their father's ear, 
Horatius. It ſhall not need, 
Myſelf will to the field. Come, let us haſte, 
My old blood boils, and my tumultuous ſpirits 
Pant for the onſet. O, for one ſhort hour 
Of vigorous youth, that I might ſhare the toil 
Now with my boys, and be the next my laſt! 
Horatia. My brother! 
Pub. My Horatia ! ere the dews 
Of evening fall thou ſhalt with tranſport own me; 
Shalt hold thy country's ſaviour in thy arms, 
Or bathe his honeſt bier with tears of joy. 
Thy lover greets thee, and complains of abſence 
With many a figh, and many a longing look 
Sent tow'rd the towers of Rome. 
Horatia. Methinks, a lover 
Might take th' advantage of the truce, and bear 
His kind complaints himſelf; not truſt his vows 
To other tongues, or be oblig'd to tell 
The paſſing winds his paſſion. 
Pub. Descreſt lifter, p 
He with impatience waits the lucky moment 
That may with honour bear him to your arms, | 
Didſt thou but hear how tenderly he talks, 
How blames the dull delay of Alban councils, 
And chides the ling'ring minutes as they paſs, 
Till fate determines, and the tedious chiefs 
Permit his abſence, thou would'ſ pity him. 
But ſoon, my ſiſter, ſoon ſhall every bar 
Which thwarts thy happineſs be far away. 
We are no longer enemies to Alba, | 
This day unites us, and to-morrow's ſun 
May hear thy rows, and make my friend my brother. 
Horatius. ¶ Having talked apart with Valeria. ] Tie 
truly Roman.— Here's a maid, Horatia, 
Laments her brother loſt the glorious proof 
Or eving for his country.— Come, my ſon, 
Her ſoftneſs will infect thee; priythee leave her. 
Horatia. en firft on ber father, and then ten- 
derly on her roc ber.] ot till my ſoul has 
r'd it's wiſhes for him. 
Hear me, dread god of war, protect and ſave him! 
{ Kneeling. 
For thee, and thy immortal Rome, he fights ! 
Daſh the proud ſpear from every hoſtile hand 
That dares oppoſe him; may each Alban chief 
Fly from his preſence, or his vengeance feel 
And when in triumph he returns to Rome, [ Riſing. 
Hail him, ye maids, with grateful ſongs of praiſe, 
And ſcatter all the blooming ſpring before him; 
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Curs d be the wretch that wears one mark of forrow, 
Or flies not thus with open arms te greet him. 
Enter Tullus Hoſtilius, Valerius, and Guards. 


Horatius. Gracious Sir, 2 
Whence comes this condeſcenſion? 
Tul. Good old man; 
Could I have found a nobler meſſenger, 
I would have ſpar'd myſelf th' ungrateful taſk 
Of this day's embaſſy, for much I fear 
My news wiil want a welcome. 
Horatius. Mighty king! 


Made choice of other combatants !=My ſons, 
Muſt they not fight for Rome? ; 
Tul. Too ſure they muſt. 

Horatius. Then I am bleſt! | 
Tul. But that they muſt engage [whom. 
Horatius. I care not whom. 
Tul. Suppoſe your neareſt friends 
The Curiatii were the Alban choice. 
Could you bear that? Could you, young man, ſupport 
A conflict there? OR 
Pub. I could perform my duty, 
Great Sir, though even a brother ſhould oppoſe me, 
Tul. Thou artaRoman' Let thy king embrace thee. 
Horatius, And let thy father catch thee from his 
arms. 


thine. The Albans 

With envy ſaw one family produce 

Three chiefs, to whom their country dared entruſt 
The Roman cauſe, and ſcorn'd to be outdone, 
Horatia. Then I am loſt indeed; was it for this, 
For this I pray'd ! [ Sxvcont, 
Pub. My fitter! . 

Valeria. My Horatia! Oh, ſupport her! 


Here, bear her in. 

Horatia is carried in, Valerius and Valeria follow, 
I am concern'd, my ſovereign, 

That even the meaneſt part of me ſhould blaſt 
With impious grizf a cauſe of ſo much glory. 

But let the virtue of my boy excuſe it. 

Tul. It does moſt amply. She has cauſe for ſorrow. 
The ſhock was ſudden, and might well alarm | 
A firmer boſom. _ | 
We leave her to her tears, For jou, young ſoldier, 
You muſt prepare for combat. Some few hours 
Are all that are allow'd you. But I charge you 


Of patriot in you. Thiak how dreadful tis 

To plant a dagger in the breaſt you love 

To ſpurn the ties of nature, and forget 

In one ſhort hour whole years of virtuous friendſhip, 


Think well on that. 


Pub. I do, my gracious ſovereign ; 

And think the more I dare ſabdue affeQion, 
The more my glory. 

Tul. True; but yet conſider, 

Is it an eaſy taſk to change affections? 

In the dread onſet can your meeting eyes 
Forget their uſual-intercourſe, and wear 

At once the frown of war, and ftern defiance ? 
Will not each look recal the fond remembrance 
Of childhood paſt, when the whole open ſoul 
Breath'd cordial love, and plighted many n vow 


And tell me if thy breaft be ſtill unmov'd ? 
' Pub. Think not, O king, howe'er reſolv'd on 
I fit ſo lonſely to the bonds of nature, [combat 


Cucs's de thy envious brow that ſmiles not then, 


As not to feel their force. I feel it ſtrongly. 


Palerius. The king, my lord, approaches. 


Forgive an old man's warmth— They have not ſure. 


Will hurt thee moſt, when thou ſhalt know with 


Tul. [To Publius. ] Know then that trial muſt be 


Horatius. Oh, fooliſh girl, to ſhame thy father thus! 


Try well your heart, an ſtrengthen every thought 


Of tend'reft import? Think on that, young ſoldier, | 


ſure. 


1 love the Curistii, and would ſerve them 

At life's expence : but here a nobler cauſe 
DemanJs my ſword; for all connections elſe, 
All private duties are ſubordinate 

To what we owe the public. Partial ties 
Of ſon and father, huſband, friend or brother, 
Owe their enjoyments to the public ſafety, 
And without that were vain. Nor need we, Sir, 
Caſt off humanity, and to be heroes 

Ceaſe to be men. As in our earlieſt days, 
While yet we learn'd the exerciſe of war, 

We ſtrove together, not as enemies, | 
Yet conſcious each of his peculiar worth, 
And ſcorning each to yield; ſo will we now 
Engage with ardent, not with hoſtile minds, 
Not fir'd with rage, but emulous of fame. 

Tul. Now I dare truſt thee; go and teach thy bro- 
To think like thee, and conqueſtis your own, [thers 
This is true courage, not the brutal force 
Of vulgar heroes, but the firm reſolve 
Of virtue and of reaſon. He who thinks 
Without their aid to ſhine in deeds of arms, 

Builds on a ſandy bafis his renown ; 

A dream, a vapour, or an ague fit 

May make a coward of him.—Come, Horatius, 

Thy other ſons ſhall meet thee at the camp, 

For now I do bethink me *tis not fir 

They ſhould behold their fitter thus alarm'd. 

Haſte, ſoldier, and detain them, [ To one of the guards. 
Horatius, Gracious Sir, 

We'll follow on the inſtant. 

Tul. Then farewel. 

When next we meet, tis Rome and liberty! 

[Exit with guards. 
Horatius. Come, let me arm thee for the glori- 
ous toil, 

I have a ſword whoſe lightning oft has blaz'd 

Dreadfully fatal to my country's foes ; 

Whoſe temper'd edge has cleft their haughty creſts, 

And ſtain'd with life-blood many a reeking plain: 

This ſhale thou bear z myſelf will gird it on, 

And lead thee forth to death or victory. { Going. 

And yet, my Publius, ſhall I own my weakneis 

Though I deteſt the cauſe from whence they ſpring, 

I feel thy ſiſter's ſorrows like a father. 

She was my ſoul's delight. 

Pub. And may remain ſo. 

This ſudden ſhock has but alarm'd her virtue, _ 
Not quite ſubdued it's force. At leaſt, my father, 
Time's lenient hand will teach her to endure 

The ills of chance, and reaſon conquer love. 

Horatius. Should we not ſee her? 

Pub. By no means my lord; 

You heard the king's commands about my brothers, 
And we have hearts as tender ſure as they. 

Might I adviſe, you ſhould confine her cloſzly, « 
Leſt ſhe in fect the matronswith her grief, 

And bring a ftain we ſhould not wiſh to fix 

On the Horatian name, 

Horatius. It ſhall be ſo. 

We'll think no more of her. Tis glory calls, 
And humbler paſſions beat alarms in vain. [ Exit. 
A. Horatius goes off, Horatia enters at another door. 

Horatia. Where is my brother ?—Oh, my deareſt 
If eber you lov'd Horatia, ever felt { Publivs, 
That tenderneſs which you have ſeem'd to feel, 
Oh, hear her now ! 

Pub. What would'f thou, my Horatia? rack, 

Horatia. I know not what I would—I'm on the 
Deſpair and madneſs tear my lab'ring ſoul. 
And yet, my brother, ſure you might relieve me, 
Pub. How! by what means? By Heaven, I 
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Horatia. You might decline the combat. 
Pub. Ha! 
Horatia. 1 do not 
Expect it from thee. Pr'ythee look more kindly. 
—And yet, is the requeſt ſo very hard ? 
only aſk thee not to plunge thy ſword 
lato the breaſt thou lov'ſt, not kill thy friend; 
Is that ſo hard? — might have ſaid thy brother, 
Pub. What can'ſt thou mean? Beware, beware, 
Horatia; 
Thou know'ſt I dearly love thee, nay, thou know ſt 
I love the man with whom I muſt engage. 
Yet haſt thou faintly read thy brother's ſoul, 
If thou can't think entreaties have the power, 
Though vrg'd with all the tenderneſs of tears, 
To ſhake his ſettled purpoſe : they may make 
My taſk more hard, and my ſoul bleed within me, 
But cannot touch my virtue, 
Horatia. "Tis not virtue . 
Which contradicts our nature, tis the rage 
Of over-weening pride. Has Rome no champions 
She could oppoſe but you? Are there not thouſands 
As warm for glory, and as tried in arms, 
Who might without a crime aſpire to conqueſt, 
Or die with honeſt fame? 
Pub. Away, away! 
Talk to thy lover thus. But 'tis not Caius 
Thou would'ſt have infamous. 
Horatia. Oh, kill me not ; 
With ſuch unkind reproaches, Yes, Iown 
I love him, more : 
Pub. Than a chaſte Roman maid 
Should dare confeſs, t 
Horatia. Should dare! What means my brother? 
had my father's ſanction on my love, 
And duty taught me firſt to feel it's power, | 
— Should dare confeſs ls that the dreadfulcrime ? 
Alas, but ſpare him, ſpare thy friend, Horatius, 
And I will caſt him from my breaſt for ever, 
Will that oblige thee ? {Rill ! 
Pub. Why wilt thou talk thus madly? Love him 
And if we fall the victims of our country, 
(Which Heav'n averc!) wed, and enjoy him freely, 
Horatia. 5 ne vet, never, What, my country's 
bane 
The murderer of my brothers! may the gods 
Firſt pour out each unheard-of vengeance on me | 
Pub. Do not torment thyſelf thus idly—=Go, _ 
Compoſe thyſelf, and be again my fifter. 
. Re-enter Horatius, with the Sword. 
Horatius. This ſword in Veii's field What dot 


thou here ? | 
Leave him, I charge thee, girl Come, come, my 
Let's haſte where duty calls. [Pudlius, 


Horatia. What! to the field? 
He muſt not, ſhall! not go; here will I han 
Oh, if you have not quite caſt off affection 
If you deteſt not your diſtracted ſiſter 
Horatius. Shame of thy race, why doſt thou hang 
Would'ſt thou entail eternal infamy [upon him; 
On him, on me, on all? . 
Horatia. Indeed I would not. 
[ know I aſk impoſlibilities; 
Yet pity me, my father! 
Pub. Pity thee! | 
Be gone, fond wretch, nor urge my temper thus. 
By Heaven I love thee as a brother ought. F 
Then hear my laſt reſolve; if fate, averſe 
To Rome and us, determine my d 


t charge thee wed thy lover; he will then ; 


Deſerve thee nobly. Or, if kinder gods 


Propitious hear the prayers of ſyppliant Rome, 
And he ſhould fall by me, I chen expeFd __. 


i 
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No weak updriifings for u lover's death, 
But ſuch returns as ſhall become thy birth, 
A öfters thanks for having {av'd her country, [Ex. 
' Horatia. Yet ftay—Yet hear me, Publius—But 
one word. . 

Horatius. Forbear, rath girl, thou'lt tempt thy fa 
To do an outrage might perhaps diſtract him. | ther 
Heratia. Alas, forgive me, Sir 'm vet wretched, 
Indeed j um Vet 1 will ſtrive to ſtop 
This ſwelling grief, and bear it like your daughter. 

Do but forgive me, Sir. 
"  Horatius., 1 do, 1 d 
Go in, my child, the gods may find a way 
To make thee happy yet. But on thy duty, 
Whate'er reports may reach, or fears alarm thee, 
I charge thee come not to the field. 
Horatia. I will not, 
If you command it, Sir. But will you then, 
As far as cruel honour may perinit, 
Remember that your poor Horatia's life 
Hings on this dreadful conteſt? E-it Horatia. 
* Horativus. [Looking after ber.] Spite of my boaſted 
ſtrength, her griefs unman me. 
But tether from my thoughts The patriot's breaſt 
No hopes, no fears, but for his country knows; 
And in her danger loſes private woes, [Exit. 
. 0 
The SCENE continues, 
Valerius and Valeria meeting. 
P aterias. OW, my Valeria, where's th 
charming ſhe 
That calls me to her? witha lover's haſte 
I to execute the dear command. | 

Valeria. "Tis not the lover, but the friend ſhe 
If thou dar ſt own that name. [wants 

Valerius. The friend, my filter! 

There's more than friendſhip in a lover's breaft, 
More warm, more tender, is the flame he feels — 

Valeria. Alas! theſe rapcures ſuit not her diitreſs: 
Jhe ſeelts th indulgent friend, whole ſober ſenſe, 
Free from the miſts of paſſion, might direct 
Her ja riot thoughts, and plead her doobrful cauſe, 

Faler int. Am I1 that friend? Uh, did the turn 
On me for that kind office? Ther thought 

Valeria. Ves, Valerius, | 
She choſe you out to de ber advocate 
To Curtatias ;**tis the only frope 
She now dares cheriſh; her relendleſs brother 
With ſtorn rejetts Her tears, her father flies her, 
And only you remain to footh her cares, 

And ſave her ere the finks. 

Vale ius. Her advocate 
To Curiatius! 

Valeria.” "Tis to him the ſends you, 

To urtze her fuit, and vin bim from the field. 
Dat · come, her ſorrows wili more ftrongly plead 
Than all my grief can utter. 

Valerius. To my tival! | 
To Curiativs plead her cxofe, and trach 
My tongue a leſſon which my heart'abhors ! 
Inpoflible ! Valeria, pr'ythee ſay | 
Thou fit me not; the buſineſs bf the camp 
Confin'd me there. Farewel. | LSD 

Valeria. What means my brother ? 


. 
— 


You cut ſeuvt her now; for name, turn back | 


Is this the Vrtue bf Roman yourth'? 

Oh, dy thife tear! | p 
unt. They flow in vain, Valeria: 

Nay, and they knowftibey do. ©; ertit uu keaven 


-- 
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As my laſt refuge. 


This combat was che means my happier ſtars 
Found out to ſave me from the brink of ruin; 
And cun I plead zgaiaſt it, turn aſſaſſin 
On my owo life? - 
Valeria. Vet thou can't murder ber 
Thou doſt pretend to love; away, deceiver! 
I'll ſeek fome worthier meſſeager to plead 
In beauty's cauſe; but firſt inform Horatia, 
How much Valerius is the friend ſhe thought him, 
[ Going, 
Valerius. Oh, heavens! ſtay, fiſter; "tis an ar- 
duous taſk. 
Valeria. I know the taſk is hard, and thought I 
| Thy virtue too. [knew 
Valerius, 1 muſt, I will obey thee. 
Lead on.—Yet pr'ythee, for a moment leave me, 
Till I can recollect my ſcatter'd thoughts, 
And dare to be unhappy. 
Valeria. My Valerius! 
| fly to tell her you but wait her pleaſure. [ Exit. 
Valerius. Yes, I will undertake this hateful office; 
It nevef can ſucceed. Vet at this inſtant 
It may be dangerous, while the people melt 
With fond compaſſion.— No, it cannot be; 
His'reſolution's fix*d, and virtuous pride 
Forbids an alteration. To attempt it 
Makes her my friend, and may afford hereafter 
A thoufand tender hours to move my ſuit, ; 
That kope determines all. [Eair. 
SCENE, anotber Apartment. 
Horatia and Valeria, Horatia with a Scarf in ber 
Hand. 
Horatia. Where is thy brother? Wherefore ſtays 
he thus? : 
Did you conjure him? did he ſay he'd come? 
| have no brothers now, and fly to him 
Did he ſeem averſe 
To thy intreaties? Are all brothers ſo ? 
Valeria. Dear maid, 
Reſtrain your ſorrows; I've already told you 
My brother will with tranſport execute 
Whatever you command, 
Horatia. Oh! wherefore then 
Is he away? Each moment now is precious; 
If loſt, *tis loſt for ever; and if gain'd, 
Long ſcenes of laſting peace, and ſmiling years 
Of happineſs unhap'd-for, wait upon it. ; 
Valeria. 1 will again go ſeek him; pray, be calm; 


, 
: 


[Succeſs is thine if it depends on him. [Exit. 


Horatia. Succeſs! alas, perhaps ev'n now too late 
1 labour to preſerve him ; the dread arm 

Of vengeance is already ſtretch*d againſt him, 

And he muſt fall. Yet let me firive to ſave him, 


Ves, thou dear pledge, deſign'd for happier hours, 


[To the ſcarf, 


The gift of nuptial love, thou halt at leaſt 


Eſſay thy power, 
Oft as I fram'd the web, 
He ſate beſide me, and would ſay in ſport, 


This preſent, which, thy love defigns for me, 


Sball be the future bond of peace betwixt us. 
By this we'll ſwear a laſtleg love, by this, 


Through the ſweet round, of all our days to come, 


Alk what thou wilt, and Curiatius grants it. 
OT hall try thee nearly now, dear youth; 


„ 


. þGlory and 1 ate rivals for thy heart, 


And ane muſt conquer, | 
Enter Valerius and Valeria. 
*Vakrius. Save, you, gracious lady; 


oa the firſt meſſage which my fifter ſent me 
[OS but wat obig 


by office, 
do their thampiom ench trüga'd her charge, 
Te-ratify the league wat Rom and Alba,” 


Sed rr 


Exit. 


ſtays 


He may not always with the eyes of love 
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Horatia. Are they engag'd then ? 
Valerius. No, not yetengag'd; 
Soft pity for a while ſuſpends the onſet; 
The fight of near relations, arm'd in fight 
Agairfteach other, rouch'd the gazers hearts; 
And ſenators on each fide have propos'd 
To change the combatants. 9 
Horatia. My bleſſings on them! 
Think you they will ſucceed ? 
Valerius. The chiefs themſelves 
Are reſolute to fight, 
Horatia. Inſatiate virtue 
J muſt not to the field; I am confin'd | 
A priioner here; or ſure theſe tears would move 
Their flinty breaſts, e Curiatius too 
Reſolv'd on death ?—O Sir, forgive a maid, 
Who dares in ſpite of modeſty confeſs 
Too ſoft a paſſion, Will you pardon me, 
If I intreat you to the field again, 
An humble ſuitor from the verieſt wretch 
That ever knew diftreſs. - 
Valerint. Dear lady, ſpeak ! 
What would you I ſhould do? 
Horatia. O bear this to him. 
V alerius. To whom ? 
Horatia. To Curiatius bear this ſcarf: 
And tell him, if he ever truly lov'd; 
If all the vows he breath'd were not falſe tures 
To catch th' unwary mind—and ſure they were not 
O tell him how he may with honour ceaſe 
To urge his cruel right; the fenators 
Of Rome and Alba will approve ſuch mildneſs. 
Tell him, his wife, if he will own that name, 
Intreats him from the field ; his loſt Horatia 
Begs on her trembling knees he would not cempt 
A. certain fate, and murder her he loves. 
Tell him, if he conſents, ſhe fondly ſwears, 
By every god the varying world adores, 
To know no brothers and no fire but him; 
With him, if bonour's harſh commands require it, 
She'll wander forth, and ſeek ſome diſtant home, 
Nor ever think of Rome or Alba more. 
Valerius. Could I, ſweet lady, 
But paint your grief with half the force I feel it, 
I need but tell it him, and he muſt yield, [him, 
Horatia. It may be ſo. Stay, ſtay ; be ſure you tell 
If he rejects my ſuit, no power on earth 
Shall force me to his arms, I will de viſe 
Fi die and be reveng d! 
Valeria. Away, my brother ! 
But, oh ! for pity, do yauroffice juſtly! [Aſide to Val. 
Let not your paſſion blind your reaſon now 
But urge your cauſe with ardour. 
Valerius. By. my foul, 
I will, Valeria. Her diftreſs alarms me; 
And I have now no intereſt but her's. [Exir. 
Horatia. He's gone—l had a thouſand thing 
And yet Pm glad he's gone. Think you, Valeria, 
Your brether will delay? — They may engage 
Before he reaches them. 
Valeria. The field's ſo near, ' 
That a few minutes brings him to the place, 
My dear Horatia,:fucceſs is yours already. 
Meratia. And yet, ſhould I ſucceed, the hard- 
galn'd ftrife 
May chance'to rob me of my future peace. 


Look on that fondneſs which has ſtabb'd his fame. 
He may regret too late the ſacrifice | 


He made to dave, and a fond woman's weakneſs | 


And think the milder joys of ſocial life 
But ill repay him for the mighty loſs 
Of patriot-repotation 1 + + 4 ; 


| Valeria. Pray forbear ; 
And ſearch nor thus into eventful tine 
For ills to come, 
Like ſome diftemper'd wretch, your wayward mind 
Rejects all nouriſhment, or turns to gall 
The very balm that ſhould relieve it's anguiſh. 
He will admire thy love, which could perſuade him 
To give up glory for the milder triumph 
Of heart-felt caſe and ſoft humanity. No him. 
Horatia. I fain would hope ſo. Yet we hear not 
Your brother, much I fear, bas ſued in vain. h 
Could we not ſend to urge this ſlow expreſs ?—— 
This dread uncertainty! I long to know 
My life or death at once. 
Valeria. Shall I to the walls? 
I may from thence with eaſe ſurvey the field, 
And can diſpatch a meſſenger each moment, 
To tell thee all goes well. 
Horatia. My beſt Valeria! 
Fly then; 
Thou art a Roman maid ; and the' thy friendſhip 
Detains thee here with one who ſcarce deſerves 
That ſacred name, art anxious for thy country, 
But yet for charity think kinely of me ; 
For thou ſhalt find by the event, Valeria, 
I am a Roman too, however wretched, [ Fxir Valeria. 
Am Iz Roman then! Ye powers I care not 
Reſolve the fatal queſtion I propoſe, 
If dying would ſuffice, I were a Roman: 
But to ſtand up againſt this ſtorm! of paſſions, 
Tranſcends a woman's weakneſs. Hark! what 
noiſe ?— ; 
'Tis news from Curiatius !—Love, I thank thee ! 
Enter a Servant. 
Well, does he yield Diſtract me not with filence, 
Say, in one word 
Serv. Your father—— 
Horatia. What of him? 
Would he not let him yield ? Oh, cruel father! 
Serv. Madam, he's here 
Horatia. Who ? 
Serv. Borne by his attendants. 
Horatia. What mean'f thou ? 
Enter Horatius, lead in by his Servants, 
Horatiat. Lead me yet a little onward ; 
I ſhall recover ſtraight. 
Horatia. My gracious fire ! [child, 
Heoratius, Lend me thy arm, Horatia—So—My _ 
Be not ſurpriz'd ; an old man muſtexpe&t 
Theſe little ſhocks of nature: they are binw 
To warn us of our end. | 
.. Horatia. How are you, Sir? could not 
Horatius. Better, much better. My frail body 
Support the ſwelling tumult of my ſoul, 
Horatia. No accident, I hope, alarm'd you, Sir? 
My drother * 
Horatiut. Here, go to the field again, 
You, Cautus and Vindicus, and obſerve 
Each circumſtance. ' I ſhall be glad to hear 
The. manner of the fight. | 
Horatia. Are they engaged) thank thee 
Horatius. They are, Horatia, But firſt let me 
For ſtaying from the field, I would have ſeen 
The fight myſelf; but this unlucky illneſs 
Has forc'd me to retire. Where is thy friend ? 


Enter a Servant, be gives a Paper to Horatia, ang 


retires. 
What paper's that; Why doſt thou tremble ſo 
Here, let me open it. { Tales the paper and opens Ir. 


From Curiatius'! 


Horatia. Oh, keep me not in this ſuſpence 
Relieve mo from the rache. (father | 


T — He tells thee heres 


Ee», 
I 
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He dare not do an action that would make him 
Unworthy of thy love ; and there fore — 

Horatia, Dies 
Well] am ſatisfied. 

Horat int. I ſee by this 
Thou haſt endeavout᷑ d to perſuade thy lover 
To quit the combat. Could'ſt thou think, Horatia, 
He'd ſacrifice his country to a woman ? 

Horatia. I know not what I thought. He proves 
Whate'er it was, I was deceiv'd in him ¶ too plaia!y, 
Whom I applied to. 

Horatius. Do not think ſo daughter; 

Could he with honour have declin'd the fight, 

] ſhould myſelf have join'd in thy requeſt, 

And forc'd him from the field. But think, my child, 
Had he conſented, and had Alba's cauſe, 
Supported by another arm, been baffled, 

What then could'ſt thou expect Would he not curſe 
His fooliſh love, and hate thee for thy fondneſs ? 
Nay, think, perhaps, 'twas artifice in thee 

To aggrand'ze = race, and lift their fame 
Triumphant o'er his ruin and his country's. 

Think well on that, and reaſon muſt convince thee. 

Horatia. [Wildly.) Alas! had reaſon ever yet the 


wer 
To 8 grief, or bid the tortur'd wretch 
Not feel his anguiſh? Tis impoſſible, 
Could reaſon govern, I ſhould now rejoice 
They were engag d, and count the tedious moments 
Till conqueſt ſmil'd, and Rome again was free. 
Could reaſon govern, 1 ſhould beg of Heaven 
To guide my brother's ſword, and plunge it deep 
E'en in the boſom of the man I love: 
I ſhould forget he ever won my ſoul, 
Forget 'twas your command that bade me love him; 
Nay, fly perhaps to yon deteſted field, 
And ſpurn with ſcorn his mangled body from me. 

Horatius. Why wilt thou talk thus? Pr'ythee be 

more calm, 
I can forgive thy tears; they flow from nature; 
And could have gladly wiſh'd the Alban tate 
Had found us other enemies to vanquiſh. 
But Heaven has will'd it, and Heaven's will be done 
The glorious expectation of ſucceſs 
Buoys up my ſoul, nor lets a thought intrude 
To daſh my promis'd joys ! What ſteady valour 
Beams from their eyes: juſt ſo, if fancy's power 
May form conjecture from his after-age, 
Rome's 2 muſt have look d, when, warm in 
outh, 
And Auſh'd with future conqueſt, forth he march'd 
Againft proud Acron, with whoſe bleeding ſpoils 
He grac d the altar of Feretrian Jove=— 
Methinks I feel recover d: I might venture 
Forth to the field again. What ho! Volſcinius ! 
Attend me to the camp. 
Horatia. My deareft father, 
Let me intreat you Ray z the tumult there 
Will diſcompoſe you, and a quick relapſe 
May prove moſt dangerous. Ill reftrain my tears, 
If they offend you, 

Horatius. Well, I'll be advis'd. [quer'd. 
*T were now too late; ere this hoy muſt have con- 
And here's the happy meſſenger of glory. 

N Ester Valeria. 

Faleria. All's loſt, all's ruin'd! freedom is no mere 

Horatias, What doſt thou ſay ? 

Valeria. That Rome's ſubdu'd by Alba, [dead ? 

Horatius. It cannot be. Where are my fons? All 

Valeria. Publius is ſtill alive - the other two 


Have paid the fatal debt they ow'd their country. 


Horatius. Publius alive! Youmult miſtake, Valeria. 
He knows his duty better. ye WES 


N FATHER. 
He muſt be dead, or Rome victorious, 
Valeria. Thouſands as well as I beheldthe combat, 
After his brother's death he ſtood alone, 
And ated wonders againſt three aſſailants ; 


| Tilt ſorc'd at laſt to ſave himſelf by flight 


Horaties. By Right! And did the ſoldiers let him 
Oh, I am ill agaig The coward villain! ſpaſs? 
T Tbrowing bimſelf into bis chair. 
Horatia. Alas, my brothers ! 
Horatius. Weep not for them, girl. ſenvy; 

And whilſt they liv'd they ſaw their country free. 

Oh, had I periſh'd with them !-- But for him 

Whoſe impious flight diſhonours all bis race, 

Tears a fond father's heart, and tamely barters 

For poor precarious life his ceuntry's glory. 

Weep, weep for him, and let me join my tears! 
Valeria. What could he do, my lord, when three 
Heratius, Die! oppos'd him ? 

And he ſhall die; this arm hall ſacrifice 

The life he dar'd preſerve with infamy. 

| Endeawuring to riſe. 

What means this weakneſs? "Tis untimely now, 

When I ſhould puniſh an ungrateful boy, 

Was this his boaſted virtue, which could charm 

His cheated- ſovereign, and brought tears of joy 

To my old eyes —80 young a hypocrite ! 

Oh, ſhame, ſhame, ſhame ! 

Valeria. Have patience, Sir ; all Rome 
Beheld his valour, and approv'd his flight 
Againſt ſuch oppoſition. 

Horatius. Tell not me 

What's Rome to me? Rome may excuſe her traitorz 

But I'm the guardian of my houſe's honour, 

And I will puniſh. Pray ye, lead me forth ; 

-1 would have air. Butgrant me ftrength, kind gods, 

To do this act of juſtice, and I'll own, 

Whate'er gainſt Rome your awful wills decree, 

You ſtill are juſt and merciful to me. 


| SY On 4 
. 
SCENE, A Rom in Horatius: Houſe. 


Eater Horatius, Valeria following, 
Horatius. WAY, away 11 ſeel my ſtrength 


' renew'd, ' 
And I will hunt the villain thro' the world: 
No deſarts ſhall conceal, nor darkneſs hide him. 
He is well ſkill'd in flightz hut be ſhall find 
'Tis not ſo eaſy to elude the v ce 
Of a wreng'd father's arm, as to aſcape 
His adverſary's ſword. 
Valeria. Reſtrain your rage ; 
But for a moment, Sir, When you ſhall hear 
The whole unravell'd, you will find he's innocent; 
Horatius. It cannot be. 
Valeria. And ſee, my brother comes. 
He may perhaps relate | 
Horatius. I will not hear him; 
I will got liſten to my ſhame again. 
Enter Valerius. [kiog, 
Valerius. I come with kind condolance from tlie 
To ſooth a father's grief, and to expreſ 
Horatius. I've heard it all; I pray you ſpare my 
I want not conſolation; tis enough bluſhes. 


They periſh'd for their country. But the third— — 


"_ calls for all your fondneſs, — 
oratiust, All my vengeance: 


They've died a death which kings themſelves might 


[Excunt. 
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To find a way through infamy to glory ! 


Valerian. Vengeance! 
My lord! what fault has he committed? 

Horatius. Why will you double my confuſion thus 
Is flight no fault? 
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In fame's eternal volumes be enroll'd. 

— Gracious Heaven! | 

Wiere is he? Let me fly, and at his feet 
Forget the father, and implore a pate on 


Valerius. In ſuch a cauſe as his 
'T was glorious, a 


Heratiug. Glorious! Oh, rare ſophiftry! 


Valerius. I ſcarce can truſt my ſenſes —Infamy ! 
What, was it infamous to ſave his country? 
Js ert a crime? Is it the name of flight 
We can't forgive, though it's ador'd effet 
Reſtor'd us all to freedom, fame and empire? 
Horatius. What fame, what freedom ? Who has 
ſav'd his country? | 
Valerius. Your ſon, my lord, has done it. 
Heratius. How, when, where? 
Valerjus. Is't poſſible? Did you not ſay you knew ? 
Horatius. I care not what Iknew— Oh, tell me all! 
Is Rome ſtill free ?—Has Alba?—Has my ſon ?— 
Tel! me 
Valerius. Your ſon, my lord, haslaia her cham- 
Horatius. What, Publius? [pions, 
Valerius. Aye, Publius. 
Horatius. Ob, let me claſp thee to me 
Were there not three remaining ? 
Valerius. True, there were; 
But wounded all, 
Horatius. Your ſiſter here had told us 
That Rome was vanguiſh'd, that my ſon was fled— 
Valerius. And be did fly; but 'twas that flight 
preſery'd ps. | 
All Rome as well as ſhe has been deceiv'd. 
Horatius. Let me again embrace thee—Come, 
Did I not ſay, Valeria, that my boy I relate it. 
Muſt needs be dead, or Rome victorious ? | 
i long to hear the manner— Well, Valerius 
Valerius. Your other ſons, my lord, had paid the 
They ow'd to Rome, ant he alone remain's [debt 
*Gainft three opponents, whoſe united firength, 
Tho* wounded each, and robb'd of half their force, 
Was ſtill too great for his. A while he ſtood 
Their fierce aſſaults, and then pretended flight 
Only to tire his wounded adverſaries. 
Horatia. Pretended flight, and this ſucceeded, ha! 
Oh, gtorious boy | 
Valerius. "Twas better till, my lord; 
For all purſued, but not with equal ſpeed. 
Each, eager for the conqueſt, preſs'd to reach him; 
Nor did the firft, till 'twas too late, perceive 
His fainter brothers panting far behind. 
Horatius. He took them fingly then? An eaſy 
"Twas boy's play only. [conqueſt ; 
Valerius. Never did 1 fee 
Such univerſal Joy, as when the laſt 
Sunk on the ground beneath Horatius' ſword ; 
Who ſeem'd a while to parley as a friend, 
And would have given him life, but Caius ſcorn'd it. 
\ Valeria. Caius! Oh, poor Horatia ä 
Horatius, Peace, I charge thee. 
Go, dreſs thy face in ſmiles, and bid thy friend, 
Wake to new tranſports. Let ambition fre her. 
What is « lover loſt * There's not a youth 
In Rome but will adore her. Kings will ſeek 
Far her alliance now, and mi dien chiefs 
Be honour's by her ſmiles, ill they not, youth? 
we 4 3 [ Exit Valeria. 
Valerjus, Moſt fure; my lord, this day has added 
To her whoſe merit was before unequall'd, [worth 
Heratins How cbuld 1 doubt his virtue 


0 2 a | 


For ſuch injuftice. 
Valeript. The king ere this has from the field 
diſpatch'd bim; 


[But hark ! that ſhout 


Which ſounds from far, and ſeems the mingled voice 
Of thouſands, ſpeaks him onward on his way. 

Horatius. How my heart dances!—=Yet1 bluſ to 

meet him. 
But I wilton, Come, come, Horatia; leave 
f [ Calling at the oer. 
Thy ſorrow far behind, and let us fly 75 
Wich open arms to greet our common glory. [ Exit, 
Enter Horatia and Valeria. 
Horatia. Yes, Iwill go; this father's hard com- 


mand 

Shall be obey'd; and I will meet the conqueror, 
But not in ſmiles. 

Valerius. Oh, go not, gentle lady! 
Might I adviſeo— 

Valeria. Your griefs are yet too freſh, . 
And may offend him. Do not, my Horatia, 

Valerius. Indeed 'twere better to avoid his preſence; 
It will revive your ſorrows, and recall 

Horatia. Sir, when 1 ſaw you laſt I was a woman, 
The fool of nature, and fond prey to grief, | 
Made up of fighs and tears. But now my ſoul 
Diſdains the very thought of what I was; 
'Tis grown too callous to be mov'd with toys, 
Obſerve me well; am I not nobly chang'd?. 
Flow my ſag eyes, or heaves my breaſt one groan ? 
No; for I doubt no longer. Tis not grief, 
'Tis reſolution now, and fix'd deſpair. Ine; 
Valeria. My dear Horatia, you ſtrike terrors thro 
What dreadful purpoſe haſt thou form'd ? ob, ſpeak ! 

Valerius. Hear me yet, ſweet lady, 
You muſt not go; whatever you reſolve, 
There is a fight will pjerce you to the ſoul, 
Horatia. What fight ? | ; 
Valirigs. Alas, 1 hould be glad to hide itz 
But it is- 2 


Valerius. Your brother wears in triumph 
The very ſcarf I bort to Curiatius. | 8 
Horatia. [Wildly.} Xe gods, 1 thank ye! tis 
with joy I hear it. 
If I ſhoule faiter now, that-fight would rouze 
My droopjng rage, and ſwell the tempeſt louder. 
— But ſoft; they may prevent me; my wild paſſion 
Betrays my purpoſe —1'll diſſemble with them. 
| { She fits down. + 
Valerius. She ſoftens now. 
Valeria. How do you, my Horatia? [utter 
Horatia. Alas, my friend, tis maineſs which I 
Since you perſuade me then, I wil! not go. 
But leave me to myſelf z I wouid fit here; 
Alone in lent ſadnefs page my 7 
And meditate on my unheard-of Wos. 
Valerius. [To Valeria.] Twere well to humour 
this. But may not, ; 


it left alone, do outrage on herſelf, 


Valeria. I have prevegted that 3 ſhe has not year 
One inſtrument'of aw, Oey [her 
J int. Re ti e Then, 14 
eng Exeunt Valerius 1 
Afeer a port filence, Hotatia riſes, and comes forward. 
Ky en they are gone ; and now be firm, mx 


— 


his way L can elude theirſearch, The heart [ſoul! 
hich Joats like mite, muſt brea e mt. 
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1 could have driven him from my breaſt for ever. 


Dut death has caneell'd all my wrongs at once. 

— They were not wrongs ; twas virtue which undid 
us, 

And virtue Hall unite us in the grave. 

I heard them ſay, as they departed hence, 

That they had robb'd me of all means of death. 

Vain thought! they knew not half Horatio's pur- 

le. ; 

Be reſolute, my brother ; let no weak 

Unmanly fonineſs mingle with thy virtue, 

And 1 will touch thee nearly. Oh, come on, 

*Tis thou alone can't give Horatia peace. {Exit 


* * 
. 


SCENE, a Street of Rome. 
Chorus of Youths and Virgins Singing and ſeattering 


Branc bes of Oak, Flowers, &c. n enters Hora- 
tius leaning on the Arm of Publius Horatius. 


Cborus. HUS, for freedom nobly won, 
a Rome her hafty tribute pours; 
And cn one victorious fon 
Half exhauſts her blooming ſtores, 


A Youth. Scatrer here the laurel crown, 
Emblem of immortal praiſe ! 

Wone'rous youth! to thy renown 
Future times ſhall altars raiſe. 


A Virgin. Scatter here the myrtle wreath, 
Though the bloodleſs victor's due; 
Grateful thouſands ſav'd from death 
Shall devote that wreath to you, 


A Youth. Scatter here the oaken bough; 
E'en for one averted fate 
We that civic meed beſtow 
He ſav'd all who ſav'd the ſtate. 


Chorus. Thus for freedom, &c. 


Horatius. Thou doſt forgive me then, my deareſſ 
I cannot teil thee half my extaſy. [ boy! 
The day which gave thee firſt to my glad hopes 
Was miſery to this——I'm mad with tranſport! 
Why are ye ſilent there? Again renew 
Your ſongs of praiſe, and in a louder train 
Pour forth your joy, and tell the lining ſpheres 
That Rome is treed by my Horatius hand, 
Pub. No more, my friends. You muſt permit 
To contradict you here. Not but my ſoul, 
Like yours, is open to the charms of praiſe; 
There is no joy beyond it, when the mind 
Of him who hears it can with honeſt pride 
Confeſs it juſt, and liſten to it's muſic. 
But now the toils I have ſuſtain'd require 
Their interval of reſt, and every ſenſe 
Is deaf to pleaſure . Let me leave you, friends; 
We're near our home, and would be private now : 
To-morrow well expeſt your kind attendance 
To ſhare our Joys and waft our thanks to Heaven, 
they are poi Hora'ia ruſoes in. 
Horatia. Where 18 refer A- er A * T 
a —— My daughter's voice! : 
ade her come; ſhe has forgot her ſorrows, 
Abd is again my child. * 
SN 5 this the hero K 
at tramples nagure's ties, and nobly ad 's 
Above the diQated of Buragity ? 2 e 1 11 
6 4M £4. n 4 


- 


Let me obſerye him well, © 
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| Tiius perify all the enemies of 


Pub. What means my fifter? r? 

Horatia. Thy ſiſter! I diſclaim the impious title; 
Baſe and inhuman! Give me back my huſband, 
My life, my ſoul, my murder'd Curiatius | 

Pub. He periſh'd for his country. 

Horatia. Gracious gods, ; 
Was't not enough that thou hadſt murder'd him, 
But thou muſt triumph in thy guilt, and wear 
His bleeding ſpoils?—Oh, let me tear them from 

thee, . 
Drink the dear drops that ifſu'd from bis wounds, 
More dear to me than the whole tide that ſwells 
With impious pride a hoſtiſe brother's heart. 

Horatius. Am 1 awake, or is it all illufioa ! 
Was it for this thou cam'> ? 

Pub. Horatia, hear me. 

Yet 1 am calm, and can forgive thy folly ; 
Would I could call it by no harſher name. 

But do not tempt me fasther.-Go, my fiſter, 
Go hide thee fiom the world, nor let a Roman 
Know with what inſolence thou dar'ſt avow 
Thy infamy, or what is more, my ſhame, 

How tamely I forgave it.— Go, Horatia. 

Horatia. Iwill not go— What have I touch'd thee 

then? 


Thy ſhare of anguiſh, I'll purſue thee ill, 
ide thy fury that ſhall haunt thy dreams; 
Wake thee with ſhrieks, and place before thy fight 
Thy mangled friends in all their pomp of horror, 
Pub. Away with her! 'tis womanith complaining. 
Think'ſ thou ſuch trifles can alarm the man 
Whoſe nobleſt paſſion is his country's love? 
Horatia. Curie on my country's love, the trick ye 
teach us 
To make us flayes beneath the maſk of virtue; 
To rob us of each ſoft endearing ſenſe, 
Auld violate the firſt great law within us, 
I ſcorn the impious paſſion. 
Pub. Have a care; | 
Thou'ſt touch'd a-ſtring which may awake my ven · 
geance, 
Horatia. ¶ Afide.] Then it ſhall, 
Pub. Oh, if thou dar'ſt prophane 
That ſacred tie which winds about my heart, 
By heaven I ſwear, by the great gods who rule 
The fate of empires, tis not this fond weakneſs 
Which hangs upon me, and retards my juſtice, 
Nor even thy ſex, which ſhall protect thee from me, 
[Clapping bis hand on bis ſword, 
Horatius. Drag her away—thou'lt make me curſe 
thee, — — 
Indeed ſhe's mad. [To Publius, 
Horatia. Stand off, I am not mad 
Nay, draw thy (word; I do defy thee, murderer, 
Barbarian, Roman '——> Mad ! The name of Rome 
Makes madmen of you all; my curſes on it. 
Riſe, riſe, ye ſtates, (Oh, that my voice could fire 
Your tardy wrath !) canfound it's ſelfiſb greatneſs, 


E it's proud walls, and lay it's towers in aſhes ! 


Pub, I' bear no more— [Drawing bis ſwords 
Roratius. Diſtraction. Force 199 

Horatia. [ Struggling.) Could I but prove the 
Helen to deſtroy | | 

This curs'd unſocial ſtate, I'd die with tranſport 3 

Gaze on the ſpreading fire till the laſt pile 

Sunk in the blase then mingle with it's ruins, 

_ Pub. Thou ſhalt not live to that. 


& ah e. 


o 
| Re-enter Valer 
Valerius. Ob, horrox ! 


thers he lay in Romy If hes he juBices 
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And can'ſt thou feel? - Oh, think not thou ſhalt loſe 
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By Rome, 2nd all it's gode, thou ſhalt not "ſcape, | JOf eit zens coragd, are 
8 ; | Exit. To call for juſtice one the head of Publins. 


Re-enter Publius, follhwad by Horatia wounded. 
Heratia. Now thou'ſ indeed been kind, and Bor- 
give you 


The death of Curiativs ; this laſt blow 

Has cancell'd all, and thou'rt again my brother, 
Heirativs, Heavens | what a fight ! 

A daughter bleeding by a brother's hand ! 

My chiid | my child! 
Horatia. What means this tenderneſs ? I thought 

to ſee you a 

Inflam'd with rage againſt a worthleſs wretch 

Who has diſhonour'd your illuſtrious race, 

And ftain'd it's brighteſt fame: in pity look not 

Thus kindly on me, for I have injur'd you. 
Horatius. Thou haſt not girl; 

I ſaid 'twas madneſs, but he would not hear me. 
Hzratia. Oh, wrong him not; his act was noble 

juſtice, 

I forc'd bw to the deed; for know, my father, 

It was not madneſs, but the firm reſulc 

Of ſettled reaſon, and deliberate thought. 

I] was reſolv'd on death, and witneſs Heaven, 

]'d not have died by any hand but his, 

For the whole round of fame his worth ſhall boaſt 

Through future ages. 


Horatius. What haſt thou ſaid ? Wert thou ſo Of ſtrangers to my blood ? Had I been wrong'd, 


bent on death? 
Was all thy rage diſſembled ? 
Horatia. Alas, my father! 
All but my love was falſe ; what that inſpir'd 
I] utter'd freely. 
But for the reſt, the curſes which I pour'd 
On heaven-defended Rome, were merely lures 
To tempt his rage, and perfect my deſtruction. 
Heaven ! with what tranſport | beheld him mow'd! 
How my heart leap'd to meet the welcome point, 
Stain'd with the liſe- blood of my Curiatius, 
Cementing thus our union ev'n in death, 
Pub. My fifterlive! Ichargethee live, Horatia 
Oh, thou haſt planted daggers here. 
Horatia. My brother! 
Can you forgive me too! then I am happy. 
I dar'd not hope for that ? Ye gentle ghoſts 
That rove Elyſium, hear the ſacred ſound ! 
My father and my brother both forgive me ! 
I have again their ſanction on my love. 
Oh let me haſten to thoſe happier climes, 
Where unmoleſted, we may ſhare our joys, 
Nor Rome, nor Alba, ſhall diſturb us more, 
Dies. 
Horatius. *Tis gone, the prop, CY my 


age» | 
Let me reflect; this morn I had three children, 
No happier father hail'd the ſun's upriſing : 
Now, I have none ; for, Publius, thou muſt die, 
Blood calls for blood—to expiate one parricide, 
uſtice demands another—Art thou ready ? 
Pub, Strike | tis the conſummation of my 
wiſhes | 
To die, and by your hand. 
Horatius. Oh, blind old man ! 
Would'ſt thou lift up thy ſacrilegious hand 
Againſt the chief, the god that fav'd thy country? 
There's ſomething in that face, that awes my ſoul, 
ike a divinity. Hence, thou vile weapon, 


iſgrace my hand no more. avght 
| [A cry without, Juſtice! Juſtice ! | On their accounts; by high Heaven, I ſwear, 
What noiſe is that ? rA rather ſee him added to the heap, 
Enter Volſcinius Than Rome enſlav'd. 


Pee Al — * lard, bus taken the _ 


That there's one Roman left who dares be grateful 3 


| 94 How! lov'd her! 


13 


Harat ins. Ungrateful men | how dare they ? Let 
them come. — 
Enter Tellus, Valerius, and Citizens, 

Valerius. See, fellow citizens, ſes where the lies, 
The bleeding vitim.. ann 

Tul. Stop, unmanner'd youth ! 
Think'ſt thou we know not wherefore we are ? 
Seeſt thou yon droeping fire ? 24 . 

Horatius. Permit them, Sir. 

Tul. What would you Romans? 

Valerius. We are come, dread Sir, 
In the behalf of murder'd innocence ; 
Murder'd by him, the man 

Horatius. Whoſe conquering arm 
Has ſay'd you all from ruin. Oh, ſhame! ſhame! 
Has Rome no gratitude? Do ye not bluſh 
To think whom your inſatiate rage purſues ? 
Down, down, and worſhip him. 

1} Citizen. Does he plead for him? 

2d Citizen. Does he forgive his daughter's death? 

Horatius. He does, 
And glories in it, glories in the thought 


If you are wrong'd, then what am I? Muſt I 
Be taught my duty by th' affected tears 


I know a father's right, and had no: aſk'd 
This ready-talking Sir, to bellow for me, 
And mouth my wrongs in Rome. 
Valerius. Friends, countrymen, regard not what 
he ſays; 
Stop, ſtop your ears, nor hear a frantic father 
Thus plead againſt his child. . 
Horatius. He does belye me. 
What child have 1? Alas! I have but one, 
And him you would tear from me. 
Al Citizens. Hear him ! hear him! 
Pub, No; let me ſpeak. Think'ft thou, us :. 
grateful youth, 
To hurt my qu et? I am hurt beyond 
Thy power to harm me. Death's extremeſt tortutes 
Were happineſs to what I feel. Yet know, 
My injur'd honour bids me live; nay, more, 
It bids me even deſcend to plead for life, 
But wherefore waſte I words ? Tis not to him, 
But you, my countrymen, to you, I ſpeak ; 
He lov'd the maid. 


ub. Fondly lev'd her; 
And under ſhew of public juſtice, ſcreens 
A private paſſion, and a mean revenge. 
hink you I lov'd hernot? High Heaven's my witneſs 
How tenderly I lov'd her; aad the pangs 
feel this moment, could you ſee my heart, 
'Twould prove too plainly, I am til] her brother, 
1 Citizen. He ſhall be ſav'd. , 
Valerius has miſled us. 
Alll Citizens, Save him! fave him ! 
Tul. If yet a doubt remains, 
Behold that virtuous father, who could boaſt 
This very morn, à numerous progeny, 
The dear ſupports of his declining age; 
Then read the ſad reverſe with pitying eyes, 
And tell your conſcious hearts they fell for you, 
Horatiut. I ara o'erpaid by that, nor claim [ 


1/ Citizen. Ob, excellent Horatius! 
All Citizens, Save him! fave him! 


Iz 
” Then wy gras him Hee, And now, 
Horatius 


The evening of thy ſtormy day at un 
Shall cloſe in peace. Here, ke him to thy breaſt. 


Horatizs. — ſon, my Conqueror ! 'twas a fatal 


ut mall not wound our peace. This kind embrace 
| ſpread a ſweet oblivion o'er our ſorrows ; 
Or, if in after times, though tis not long 

That I hall trouble you, ſome ſad remembrance, 


Faux ROMAN FATHER. 


4 ſteal » ſigh, and peeviſh age forget 
reſolution, only bold iy ſay 

Thou fav'dſt the ſtate, and Ii entreat forgiveneſ:, 
Learn hence, ye Romans, on how ſure a baſe 
The patriot builds his happineſs ; 

Grief may ro grief in endleſs round ſucceed, 

And nature ſuffer when our ehildren bleed; 

Bot till ſuperior muſt that hero prove, 

Whoſe firſt, beſt paſhon, is bis country's love. 


[Exeunt anner. 
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